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that the conditions he sought to establish in his own workshops
were but an expression of his own personality, and that they in no
way solved the general problem of industrial capitalism. He
knew that art and beauty were impossible under the economic
conditions of his time, but he tried to do in his own workshops what
he wanted the State to do for the nation—abolish sweating, remove
ugliness and disorder, and create a conscious passion for both
domestic and communal beauty,
I knew Morris only as a humble and admiring devotee may know
'the master. I listened to him with something like awe. In my
mind his gifts and experience placed him among the supermen.
But his kinship with the rest of us was proved in many ways. He
possessed a quick and inflammable temper, and it was a joy to see
and hear him, when angry and impromptu words were being
passed between himself and the universe. He could laugh like a
sailor, and swear with a rare and sustained fluency. I might have
known him better if I had been less aware of his greatness.
Morris joined the Socialist army as a soldier in the ranks. He
insisted upon doing his share of the common tasks. A leader in
the world of art and letters, a friend and colleague of Burne-Jones
and the leading literary and artistic men of his day, he took his
place among the humblest of his fellow Socialists, and stood his
corner, on equal terms, in all our tasks of organization and propa-
ganda. He regularly sold our weekly penny journal in the streets
of London, and joyfully mounted a soap-box whenever a meeting
could be organized. I attended and spoke at many of these
open-air meetings, and I always admired the breezy unconven-
tionality of his speeches. He never pretended to belong to the
working classes, and in his addresses he always spoke of 'we
capitalists.* His enthusiasm was as catching as a fever, but he
later came to realize that the faith and courage of his 'comrades*
were not equal to his own. They applauded his speeches, they
were encouraged by the prestige of his name, and they vigorously
sang what he had written.
*On we march then, we the workers, and the rumour that ye hear,
Is the blended sound of battle and deliverance drawing near;
For the hope of every creature is the banner that we bear,
And the world is marching on.'
But when the hour of test came their courage failed them, and he
was driven to recognize that the revolutionary fervour of the plat-
form was not the same thing as heroism at the barricades; and that

